Author: ElsavonSixx 


Bands: Guns N Roses 


Characters: lzzy Stradlin 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Non-adult 
Genre: [Ger] 


Updated: Tue Apr 08 2014 Il:01:29 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


N/A 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: | don\'t own Izzy or anyone else and this is purely a work of my imagination with maybe one or two 


facts thrown in. 


Birthdays are funny things. Sometimes they're a reminder that another year has gone past without much to 
show for it, and being another year older doesn't feel like much of a cause for celebration And sometimes 
they can set you reflecting on what you did to deserve to still be here at all. When you spent nearly a decade 
virtually courting death before hitting rock bottom and starting the slow crawl out of the abyss, the fact that 
you've made it all these years is something to be thankful for. 


The light was fading now, and Izzy switched on the lamps on his front porch. He sat and drank a pot of tea, 
reflecting on the day. His brother and sister in law had come to California with their kids. They'd had a meal 
and spent time outside. Things like that were exactly what he was thankful for, being able to do nice, normal 
things with his family. The fact that he was alive to do it, that he'd been able to stay clean and sober, that 
they were willing to give him another chance after the way he'd treated them all. Nearly 25 years ago he had 
landed back in Lafeyette, a miserable junkie, and they'd all rallied round to help him however they could. His dad 


driving all the way to LA to fetch him. Mom taking care of him while he kicked, changing his sheets without 
complaining. His brothers had, he later found, read everything they could get their hands on about heroin 
addiction so they could help him. He remembered sobbing into his pillow because he was full of self-loathing 


and didn't know why they were bothering with him. 


They were back at their hotel in town now - Izzy's house only running to one spare bedroom - and he was 
alone again. He liked to be alone, company was something which was to be enjoyed in sensible doses, savoured 
and then reflected about in private at the end of the night. Too much time around other people and he found 
his head getting scrambed. It was why he wasn't good at relationships. He supposed it made him rather selfish, 
but his family seemed to understand and accept it. Another way he was lucky. 


Finally, Izzy rose, put out the lamps and headed inside, abandoning his cup on the draining board and making his 
way upstairs. He stripped and slipped into bed, pulling the pachwork quilt tightly around himself. It had been a 
present from a woman, made with love by her own hand. He thought about her and wondered where she was. 
She was different, an artist specialising in textile work, close to his own age, travelled a lot. She made no 
demands on him and he made none on her. She hadn't been able to be here today, which he had actually been a 
little relieved about. He didn't especially want to introduce her to his family yet, have them read further into 
the relationship than he was comfortable with. She said said she might make it this evening at some point, but 
more likely it would be tomorrow. He was looking forward to telling her about the day and hearing her sharp, 
witty comments. One day he would like her to meet his family, but not until the time was right. 


He thought about it as he drifted off to sleep, but in no time at all he was sitting bolt upright in bed. The 
sound which had woken him took him back 40 years and a few thousand miles, and carried with it the delicious 


whiff of illicit activities and night time wanderings. Izzy made his way over to the window and opened it. 


"Sorry I'm late!" The woman who had thrown pebbles at the glass was grinning at him. "Flight was delayed. It's 
not midnight is it so its still your birthday!" 


"Yes" Izzy said, smiling back at her "It's still my birthday" and he went downstairs to let her in 


